Wisdom and Destiny

have not yet learned to have faith in life
and themselves. He no longer awaits,
with folded arms, the chance for super-
human effort; for he feels that he exists
in every act that is human. He no
longer requires that death, or friendship,
or love should come to him decked out
with garlands illusion has woven, or
escorted by omen, coincidence, presage;
but they come in their bareness and
simpleness, and are always sure of his
welcome. He believes that all that the
weak, and the Idle, and thoughtless con-
sider sublime and exceptional, that the
full equivalent for the most heroic deed,
can be found in the simple life that is
bravely and wholly faced. He no longer
considers himself the chosen son of the
universe; but his happiness, conscious-
ness, peace of mind, have gained all
that his pride has lost. And, this point

once   attained,   then will  the miraculous
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